Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
assisted up the steps. For the ladies interested in the
fashions we might say that she wears a white muslin
gown, for obvious reasons cut quite low at the throat.
She also has on a small linen cap and the daintiest of
slippers. Her rouge is a trifle thick this morning to con-
ceal her pallor; and her hair grayer than when we saw
it last, over a year ago at the palace—why, it is almost
white, though she is only thirty-eight!
"There, she is going to speak from the platform—
thinks better of it and instead turns to look past the
drawbridge of the old moat, over the walls and chestnuts
of the Tuileries. It looks as if there were one or two
late roses out—yes, we can see at least one. Apparently
she sees it, too, or perhaps, above the trees, the windows
of the palace. Those to the right, in the corner by the
river-side, open from her old apartments. She remem-
bers them, of course; but the Revolutionary Tribunal
sits there now.
"But they have seized her, bound her, thrown her down.
Her head is screwed down in the pillory under the knife.
The features are suddenly distorted. Monsieur Sanson,
the executioner, does not twitch; he seems quite cool and
collected and goes, pleasantly grim, about his business.
There are little details of this to which he must per-
sonally attend—see that her head is screwed down tight
and far enough out for the knife; that her hands and feet
are secured so that they do not twitch too convulsively.
"There, all right and set; he crooks his little finger—
a flash of something in the sun—descending—a scream—
groans—a cheer! Sanson is bending over; gropes for the
forelock; is annoyed because the widow's cap is in the
way. He holds it up—this oval thing that once was a
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